TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

Le sais-tu, oui ! pour moi voici des ans, void
Toujours que ton sourire eblouissant prolonge
La meme rose avec son bel ete qui plonge
Dans autrefois et puis dans le futur aussi.

Mon coeur qui dans les nuits parfois cherche a s5 entendre
Ou de quel dernier mot t'appeler le plus tendre
S'exalte en celui rien que chuchote de soeur,

N'etait, tres grand tresor et tete si petite,

Que tu m'enseignes bien toute une autre douceur

Tout bas par le baiser seul dans tes cheveux dite.

STEPHANE  MALLARME.

Mallarme's sonnet is that miracle, an entire poem
consciously organized to such a pitch of artistic per-
fection that the whole is one single, unflawed piece of
c pure poetry.' In its unobtrusive way, this is one of
the most potent spells ever committed to paper. In
what does its magic consist ? Partly it is a magic of
sound. (Note, incidentally, that the magical sound ia
not concentrated in single words, or phrases, or lines;
it is the sound of the poem as a whole.) But mainly it is
a magic of grammar, a syntactical magic of the rela-
tions of thought with thought. Consider the sextet;
it is a grammatical apocalypse. A whole world of
ideas is miraculously concentrated by means of the
syntax into what is almost a point. * My heart, that in
the night-time sometimes seeks to understand itself or
by what last tenderest name to call you, exults in that
no more than whispered of sister, were it not, great
treasure and head so small, that you teach me quite
another sweetness, uttered softly in your hair by the
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